EXTREMES MEET

" No, sir, I won't   Excuse me, sir,"

He went to the door and admitted the Chief of the
General Staff, a fierce little nail-brush of a man, accom-
panied by Captain Paul Drimys. Both of them passed
Waterlow without acknowledging his bow 5 and when
they were handing their swords and caps to the new
under-porter, he fancied that he saw a meaning glance
pass between the newcomer and Drimys. At that
moment, however, the British Military Attache came
portentously along from his room, which was off the
corridor on the other side from the Chancery. He was
carrying a sheet of foolscap in his hand.

" Oh, bon soir, bon soir/J he said, greeting the two
officers. " C'est interessant ici ce papier. Je suis devenu
general.33

" Pardon ? " the puzzled Chief of Staff asked.

Captain Drimys was quicker.

" You have been promoted, perhaps ? Ah, my con-
gratulations, General," he said cordially.

"Yes, I've just received the telegram," the new
Brigadier announced. " Well, I'm glad for one thing;
I found it very difficult dealing with a French colleague
who was made a general last month and didn't forget to
rub it in. And then last week the Italians made their
man a general too. So, it was really imperative I should
be promoted to equal rank."

" And Colonel Nadegine ? " Drimys asked maliciously,

" I shouldn't mind if they made him a Field-Marshal
It wouldn't give him any more sense of responsibility."

" He is not very serious, I think," Drimys suggested.

" I shouldn't think so either," General Buckworth
agreed, swelling. "Why, the other day he invited me
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